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From Poros or from Nauplia, or some From the Euboean gulf, or where the foam Washes the feet of Sounion, on whose brow Like a white crown the shafts burn even now. Such was the shaping of the Horse of Wood, The bane of Ilios.
Ordered now they stood Midway between the ships and Troy, and cast The lots, who should go in from first to last Of all the chieftains chosen.    And the lot Leapt out of Diomede, so in he got And sat up in the neck.    Next Aias went, Clasping his shins and blinking as he bent, Working the ridges of his villainous brow, Like puzzled, patient monkey on a bough That peers with bald, far-seeing eyes, whose
scope And steadfastness seem there to mock our
hope;
Next Antiklos, and next Meriones The Cretan ;   next good Teukros.     After
these
Went Pyrrhos, Agamemnon, King of men, Menestheus and Idomeneus, and then King Menelaus ; and Odysseus last Entered  the  desperate doorway, and made
fast. And all the Achaian remnant, seeing their
best
To this great venture finally addrest, Stood awed in silence ; but Nestor the old